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LINCOLN  PERSONALITY 

The  Lincoln  has  invariably  entrenched  itself  most 
strongly  in  the  good  opinion  of  those  people  who 
demand  the  most  in  their  automobiles. 

Those  who  require  not  only  luxurious  and  de- 
pendable transportation  but  also  dignified  and 
exclusive  expression  of  their  personal  tastes  and 
ideals  find  in  the  Lincoln  a  car  measuring  fully  up 
to  their  highest  standards. 

We  are  proud  of  this  personality  of  the  Lincoln. 
It  is  the  settled  policy  of  this  entire  organization 
that  no  limitation  of  it  is  to  be  allowed. 
Rather  the  sum  of  our  energies  is  bent  upon 
keeping  the  Lincoln  better  than  even  its  most 
exacting  buyer  would  expect. 


LINCOLN  MOTOR  DIVISION 

FOI^D  MOTOR  COMPANY  OF  CANADA    Limited 

FORD.  ONTARIO 
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See  the  Lincoln  Exhibit  at  the 
Canadian  National  Exhibition. 
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The  Two  Passenger  Coupe 


LINCOLN 


Goblin 


GOOD 


MADE 


good5year 
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Tires  & 
Tubes 


Selected  Dealer. 


All-Weather 
Cord 


IN     CANADA 


TF  all  dealers  sold  a  few  Goodyear 
*•  tires,  not  one  of  them  could 
afford  to  study  your  tire  needs, 
give  tire  service,  or  carry  a  com- 
plete stock  of  sizes  and  types. 
This  sign  will  guide  you  to  the 
Goodyear  Selected  Dealer  near 
you.  He  has  what  you  want  in 
size,  quality  and  price. 


Goodyear  means  Good  Wear 
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"Heavens!    Why  does  he  use  such  dreadful  language?" 

"Oh,  he  probably  thinks  that's  the  correct  way  to  address  the  ball!" 


^teflufcHiSOf/- 


A  Study  in  Peak  Load 


Our  naturalist  notes  that  horsepower  and  joy-power  have  little 
relative  value.     It  is,  if  anything,  a  case  of  "The  higher  the  fewer." 

Mrs.  Andrew  Van  Snifter  is  being  given  the  merry  razz  by  the 
Jones  family. 
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Appendix  to  a  Popular  Fable 

After  the  affair  in  the  Arena,  Androcles  took  the  lion 
home  with  him  to  live  and  invited  him  to  bring  his  wife. 
The  two  families  took  up  their  abode  in  the  same  house. 

"How  lovely!"  exclaimed  the  populace,  "The  friend- 
ship of  man  and  beast!" 

But  they  had  overlooked  the  females  of  the  species. 
Mrs.  Androcles  objected  to  several  things  about  Mrs. 
Lion,  her  table  manners,  her  habit  of  rolling  in  the  flower 
beds,  her  natural  distaste  for  bathing,  her  voice  raised 
in  song  and  finally  a  singularly  annoying  mannerism  of 
hers  which  consisted  of  staring  at  the  children  and  smack- 
ing her  lips  hungrily. 

On  the  other  hand  Mrs.  Lion  found  Mrs.  Androcles  an 
extremely  poor  friend,  haughty,  disinclined  to  join  in  a 
playful  scuffle,  and  possessed  of  the  baneful  habit  of 
calling  all  the  cubs  "Kitty." 

So  to  put  an  end  to  the  continued  nagging  the  families 
parted  and  Androcles,  who  was  running  for  Senator  at 
the  time  on  the  strength  of  the  publicity,  lost  out  when  it 
was  discovered. 

Moral :     Don't  turn  the  menage  into  a  menagerie. 
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\  *\  M{  Aunt  Martha  wants  the 
«*  '  J/J  ^^^y  Mountain  goat 
<,       JV&       to  stand  still. 


Mr.  Grubb,  the  well- 
known  promoter,  is 
busy  calculating  that 
if  he  had  all  this  ice 
and  snow  in  Montreal 
in  the  middle  of  next 
summer  he  could  make 
a  clean  up. 
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They  couldn't  even  slow  down 
to  let  Mrs.  Drab  see  the 
Kicking  Horse.  The  porter 
now  is  pointing  out  the  Man 
in  the  Mountain.  She's  get- 
ting her  revenge  by  refusing 
to  look. 


Mr.  Pumperdunk  comes  from 
Hamilton.  Mountains,  he 
says,  are  nothing  new  to 
him. 


"My,   isn't 
the  great 
outdoors 
simply 
wonder- 
ful!" 


w^Sl" 


Colonel  Foosh  was  with  a 
party.  He  has  just  discov- 
ered his  daughter  and  the 
handsome  guide  with  the  aid 
of  his  binoculars.  They  are 
apparently  consoling  each 
other   for   losing    him. 


&*■ 


Mr.  Baldwin,  the  well- 
known  devotee  of  the 
pony  ballet,  learns 
some  new  steps  and  has 
a    reversal    of    opinion. 
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Wild  Life  in  the  Canadian  Rockies 

— by  Bruce  Hutchinson. 
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Ballade  of  the  Italian  Organ-Grinder. 

Of  memories  that  fragrant  are, 

— Lost  days  the  heart  can  ne'er  forget. 

The  last  sad'  drink  across  the  bar, 

A  face,  a  fan,  a  dream, — Ah,  yet, 

Before  oblivion  claims  him,  let 

Us  seek  some  lingering,  sad  reminder 

Of  one  whose  star  begins  to  set — 

The  old  Italian  organ  grinder. 

"Sweet  Maggie  Murph',"  "The  Low-backed 

Car," 
And  "Nellie  Gray"!  we  are  in  debt 
For  melodies  more  lovely  far, 
Than  beds  of  flox  and  mignonette. 


Kind  Old  Gentleman:  "My  poor  man! 
How  did  you  come  to  fall  so  low?" 

Murderer:  "Dunno.  Guess  I  took  life  too 
easily." 


MUSKOKA    GOLF 

First  Golfer:  "I'm  afraid  you'll  have  lo 
give  it  up,  old  chap,  and  call  it  a  lost  ball." 

Second  Golfer:  "Ball?  I've  given  up  look- 
ing for  the  ball  long  ago.  I'm  looking  for 
my  bag!" 

They  sprung  refreshing  as  a  jet 

From  some  lost  font.     Oh,  dark  spell-binder, 

Where  is  your  mangy  Simian  pet, 

And  you,  Italian  organ  grinder? 

Sometimes  you  smoked  a  cheap  cigar 
For  coins  were  easy  then  to  get; 
The  children  danced — your  stock  was  par, 
And  Jocko  wore  a  blue  jacquette ! 
Your  glass  of  wine — for  we  were  wet — 
Was   relished   then — Ah,    folks   were   kinder! 
Time  marches  on — And  we  regret 
The  old  Italian  organ  grinder. 

Prince,  we  would  like  to  make  a  bet 
That,  with  his  hand  upon  the  winder. 
In  streets  celestial  will  be  met 
The  old  Italian  organ  grinder! 


Tennis 

Bilton  has  taken  up  tennis,  and  by 
his  own  admission  is  doing  exceedingly 
well. 

"Great  news!"  he  exclaimed  to  me 
about  a  month  ago.  "Who  do  you 
think  I  was  playing  with  to-day?" 

"Not  Tilden?"   I   said. 

"No,  Jimmy  Savage.  Played 
three  sets.  I  was  badly  beaten,  of 
course,  but  Jimmy  Savage!  Think  of 
it!" 

I  did  not  think  of  it  much  at  the 
time,  but  had  occasion  to  do  so  later. 

A  week  passed  before  I  again  met 
Bilton. 

"How's  the  tennis?"   I   served. 

"Oh,  wonderful!"  he  returned.  "I 
play  with  the  pro.  now  every  day. 
Of  course  he  beats  me  easily,  but  then, 
of  course,  he's  the  pro." 

"Naturally,"   I   said. 

He  was  equally  enthusiastic  on  our 
next  meeting. 

"What  do  you  think!"  he  shouted. 
"I  lost  two  sets  to-day  to  Tomlinson, 
the  champion.  That's  certainly  pro- 
gress, what?" 

I  am  afraid  I  left  him  rather 
abruptly.  But  it  was  yesterday  that 
the  last  straw  arrived.  We  met  at 
the  station.  Bilton  rushed  by  with  a 
suitcase  in  one  hand,  his  racquet  in 
the  other. 


"Did  you  enjoy  your  game  of  bridge  last  night, 
Auntie?" 

"No,  I  did  not.  Your  uncle  kept  saying  that  I  had 
revoked  when  I  had  done  nothing  of  the  kind.  Why, 
I  don't  even  know  what  the  word  means." 


"Where  are  you  off  to?"  I  asked. 

"Well,"  he  explained,  "you  see, 
I've  been  beaten  by  all  the  best  players 
in  Canada.  I'm  off  to  California. 
I    have   a    friend     there     who     knows 


Tilden    personally.       I've    graduated, 
so  to  speak." 

He  displayed  a  yard  or  two  of 
railway  ticket.  Viciously,  I  bit  off 
and  destroyed  the  return   portion. 


Offelshy — "Wh-what  would  you  do  if  I  were  to  kiss 


you 


?" 


Miss  Modern  (with  hope  lighting  vaguely  behind  a 
tired  smile  and  an  inch  of  complexion) — "I'd  collect 
two  dollars  each  from  three  girls  who  bet  me  you 
wouldn't." 


G— G— G 

MARITAL 

The  Bright  Boy  was  discussing 
education  and  the  various  Canadian 
seats  of  learning. 

"And,"  said  the  dear  old  lady,  "is 
Toronto  your  Alma   Mater?" 

"No,"  replied  the  Bright  Boy,  "but 
my  wife   is  a  Graduate  of  Toronto." 

"Oh,  well,  in  that  case,"  said  the 
dear  old  lady,  "it  is  at  least  your  Alma 
Mater-in-law." 

G— G— G 

A  HINT  TO  GOLFERS 

Modesty  is  always  a  good  thing. 
One  should  always  remember  that  even 
a  clock  which  is  only  really  wound  up 
once  in  eight  days  never  takes  more 
than   78  strokes  to  go  around. 


"A  Cat  By  Any  Other  Name 
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As  I  approached  the  verandah  I  saw  Elizabeth, 
Harry's  charming  wife,  and  two  of  her  equally  charm- 
ing friends  bending  over  something  in  a  basket. 

"Whatsit?"  I  asked,  as  soon  as  I  was  within  hailing 
distance. 

"A  kitten,"  responded  Elizabeth.  "Isn't  it  loo 
lovely!      Harry   brought  me   home   a   kitten." 

I  took  a  look  at  the  little  beast.  It  was  a  very  fair 
to   average   kitten. 

"What  are  you  going  to  call  it?"  I  asked. 

"That's  just  what  we  were  deciding,"  responded 
Elizabeth.      "Eleanor  wants  to  call  it  Lucia." 

"Lucia!"   I  exclaimed,   in  surprise,   "whatever  for?" 

"Oh,  don't  you  see,"  piped  up  Eleanor,  vivaciously, 
"when  it  grows  up  it  is  quite  likely  to  have  six  kittens 
of  its  own  and  then  if  it  did,  if  it  did,  you  would  be 
able  to  call  them  the  Sextette  from  Lucia." 

She  subsided. 

"What  does  Ethel  want  to  call  it?"  I  asked. 


Picture  of  Henry,  who  likes  to  get  out  into  the 
open  for  a  little  fishing  once  a  year. 


"Oh!"  broke  in  Ethel.  "I'd  really  like  to  have  it 
called  Sarah,  after  an  aunt  of  mine.  There  is  some- 
thing awfully  appealing  to  me  in  the  idea  of  naming 
a  cat  after  Aunt  Sarah." 

"Why  not  just  call  it  Pussy  or  Tabby?"  I  inquired. 

"No,"  replied  Elizabeth,  decisively.  "It  must  be 
something  distinctive.  What  I  would  like  to  do  is  to 
name  it  'Peaches.'  Then,  if  I  could  persuade  Harry 
to  get  me  another  kitten  we  could  call  it  'Cream.'  And 
have  'Peaches  and  Cream.'      Isn't  that  a  good  idea?" 

"Or  you  could  call  them  'Toast  and  Marmalade,' 
said  Eleanor,  becoming  imaginative. 

"Or  'Scotch  and  Soda,'  added  I,  or  'Ham  and 
Eggs'  or  'Liver  and  Bacon'  or  'Blood  and  Sand'  or  you 
might  even  get  two  more  kittens  and  call  them  'Stop, 
Look  and  Listen'." 

Elizabeth  shot  me  a  glance  of  disdain  and  com- 
menced to  fondle  the  animal's  head. 

"I  still  think  'Lucia'  is  the  best  name,"  said  Eleanor. 

At  that  moment  Harry  appeared  from  out  the  house. 

"Hello,  old  man,"  I  said,  "here's  a  problem  for 
you.  Eleanor  wants  to  call  the  kitten  'Lucia.'  Ethel 
wants  to  call  it  'Sarah'  and  Elizabeth  wants  to  call  it 
'Peaches.'     Which  name  do  you  favour?" 

"None  of  them,"  responded  Harry.  "As  a  matter 
of  fact,  the  kitten  already  has  a  name." 

"What  is  it?"  we  chorused. 

"Tom,"  replied  Harry. 

G— G— G 

Unexpected  Success 

John  Brown  determined  to  commit  suicide.  First  he 
took  poison;  it  only  made  him  violently  ill.  Next  he 
tried  jumping  off  the  top  of  a  ten-story  building;  his 
foot  caught  in  an  eaves  trough  and  held  him  safe  until 
he  was  pulled  back.  Then,  one  morning,  he  attempted 
to  drown  himself  in  the  bay  at  Toronto ;  he  was  rescued. 

This  last  was  too  much.  He  decided  that,  instead 
of  committing  suicide,  he  would  devote  his  life  to  Service, 
to  the  aid  and  assistance  of  his  fellow-man.  In  a  state 
of  exaltation  he  commenced  to  walk  up  town.  At  the 
corner  of  Jordan  and  Melinda  Streets  he  saw  a  man 
carrying  a  heavy  bag. 

Here  was  his  first  opportunity  to  aid  a  fellow-creature. 

"Allow  me,"  he  said,  stepping  up  and  grasping  one 

handle  of  the  bag. 

The  man  drew  a  revolver. 

****** 

"That  was  a  bank  messenger,"  remarked  St.  Peter 
casually,  as  he  unlocked  the  pearly  gates. 
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"Good  afternoon,  Miss  Smythe.  Haven't  seen  you  for  ages, 
don't  you  know!  How're  your  people  and  all  that  sort  of  bally 
rot?" 


Carrots! 

Five  wives  and  every  one  of  them 
red-headed. 

"That's  my  record  and  I'm  proud 
of  it,"  said  Harry  Randolph  Kline. 

He  is  in  jail  charged  with  bigamy. 

"I'll  plead  guilty,"  he  said.  "But 
take  it  from  me,  red  haired  women 
are  the  best,  every  time." 

— Toronto  Mail  and  Empire. 

From   good   Queen   Bess 

Till  now,  I  guess, 

From  Kandahar  to  Baden, 

There  ne'er  was  lass 

That  could  surpass 

The    real    red-headed    maiden. 

Oh,  some  may  pet 

A  gay  brunette 

And  set  their  hearts  to  win  her. 

And  of  a  blonde 

Some  men  grow  fond 

And  take  her  out  to  dinner. 

Though  fair  of  tress 

I  must  confess 

I  simply  cannot  bear  'em. 

Though  sweet,  though  neat 

They  cannot  beat 

My  own  red-headed  harem. 


Love  Among  the  Specialists 


It  was  in  July  that  I  developed  an  aggravating  rash 
at  night. 

"Why  don't  you  go  to  a  skin  specialist?"  my  wife 
asked.  At  length  I  consented  and  presented  myself 
the  following  morning  at  the  waiting  room  of  Dr. 
Mimph,  the  local  dermatologist. 

Five  minutes  was  enough  to  satisfy  Dr.  Mimph.  For 
the  sum  of  five  dollars  he  pronounced  a  verdict. 

"Young  man,"  he  said,  "from  what  I  can  make  out 
the  cause  of  your  trouble  is  your  digestion.  You  had 
better  consult  Dr.  Gurff,  who,  I  believe,  makes  a  special- 
ty of  such  things." 

Dr.  Gurff  was  pleased  to  see  me.  It  took  ten 
minutes  of  his  time  and  ten  dollars  of  my  savings  to 
diagnose  my  condition.  The  root  of  my  trouble  was 
deeper.  In  fact,  my  nervous  system  was  having  a  de- 
leterious effect  upon  my  digestion. 

"Well,"  said  I,  "I'm  glad  to  know  where  to  place 
ihe  blame.  I  suppose  you  will  prescribe  something  to 
Luild  up  my  nerves." 


Dr.  Gurff  appeared  offended. 

"Young  man,"  he  said,  "my  specialty  is  the  digestive 
system.  I  understand,  however,  that  Dr.  Shivers 
across  the  hall  calls  himself  a  neurologist.  I  suggest 
that  you  call  upon  him." 

I  left  the  office  hurriedly  and  apologetically. 

The  door  of  the  office  of  Dr.  Shivers,  neurologist, 
closed  behind  me.  A  few  moments  later  it  re-opened 
for  me. 

"You  see,"  Dr.  Shivers  was  saying,  as  he  nervously 
bit  his   finger   nails,    "I   know   nothing   about  the   teeth 
I  can  only  see  that  your  wisdom  teeth  must  be  pressing 
on  a  nerve.        I  should  certainly  have  them  out.        My 
cousin,  Dr.  Molar,  is  on  the  fourth  floor." 

Two  days  later,  as  I  sat  in  the  dentist's  chair,  an 
idea  struck  me.  I  jumped  up,  brushed  aside  a  so- 
licitous nurse,  and  tore  home.  I  had  discovered  the 
solution  of  the  trouble.  I  rushed  to  my  room.  I  tore 
my  flannel  night  gown  to  shreds. 
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THOUGHTS  IN  A  CIVIC  SUMMER 

(In  the  manner  of  Rupert  Brooke) 


Just  now  the  wall  flowers  are  in  bloom 

In  every  hotel  dancing  room, 

And  on  the  starlit  beach  I  think 

The  stags  come  down  to  snake  a  drink  .    .    . 

Here  am  I,  sweating,  sick  and  hot 

In  Toronto — Du  lieber  Gott! 

Work  a-plenty  ties  me  down 

To  summer  in  a  sizzling  town. 

....  Ah,  God,  to  see  the  branches  sway 

Across  the  moon  at  Go  Home  Bay! 

To  smell  the  balsam  and  the  pine, 

To  feel  the  bass  tug  at  the  line  .... 

Say,  do  the  naked  rocks  still  stand 

Still  guardians  of  the  happy  land? 

Do  butterflies  still   flit  about 

Oh,  are  the  wharves  all  rotting  thin 

Where  one  can  slip  and  bark  a  shin? 

And  angry  bees  and  wasps  come  out? 

Cities  are  stuffy — Sweet  the  days 

At  Lake  of  Bays,  at  Lake  of  Bays!    .... 

Say,  is  there  Beauty  yet  to   find 

And  summer  maids,  the  noisy  kind, 

To  help  a  lonesome  man  forget 

His  name,  his  home,  his  wife  ....  Oh,  yet 

Do  steamboats  take  all  day  to  reach 

Your  own  small   island,   cottage,  beach? 

— And  do  the  boarding  houses  gay 

Still  serve  out  pie  three  times  a  day? 


There  was  a  young  maid  who  said  "Ow! 
A  barber  near  killed  me  just  now." 

Asked,  "How  did  it  happen?" 

She  replied,  "I  was  nappin 
And  he  gave  me  a  bang  on  the  brow." 

G—G—G 
My  Six  Rarest  Books 

"The  Water  Babies,"  by  Rev.  Ben  Spence. 

"Potash  and  Perlmutter,"  by  Henry  Ford. 

"Innocents  Abroad,"   by  Woodrow  Wilson. 

"The  Woman  Thou  Gavest  Me,"  by  De  Wolf 
Hopper 

"She,"  by  W.   L.  George. 

"The  Origin  of  Species,"  by  William  Jennings 
Bryan. 


Say  It  With  Flowers 
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Often  a  public  speaker,  or  other  platitude-slinger,  is 
heard  to  chant  tremulo,  as  his  feelings  rise,  "Three  thou- 
sand miles  of  border  and  not  a  single  fortification."  Then 
he  pauses  dramatically  for  this  to  sink  in.  His  audience 
almost  swoons  with  gratification.  It  is  magnificent,  this, 
two  great  nations  living  side  by  side  in  amity  and 
brotherly  affection.     What  could  be  more  remarkable? 

One  thing  that  would  be  more  remarkable  would  be 
if  the  pine-board  sentimentalists  were  able  to  say,  "Three 
thousand  miles  of  border  and  only  six  fortresses,"  or 
"Three  thousand  miles  of  border  and  only  eleven  for- 
tifications." To  have  no  fortifications  at  all  is  much 
less  remarkable  than  to  have  a  few.  Once  the  business 
of  armament  is  commenced  it  must  be  carried  out  thor- 
oughly and  on  a  competitive  basis. 

So  far  as  Canada  is  concerned  it  would  be  perfectly 
absurd  even  to  consider  fortifying  the  United  States 
border.  Two,  six  or  even  twenty  fortresses  placed  at 
intervals    along    the    border    line    would    be    worse    than 


useless,  in  fact  patently  absurd,  while  if  the  country 
started  systematically  to  establish  a  real  system  of  de- 
fense the  cost  would  soon  become  so  great  that  by  com- 
parison our  present  national  debt  would  appear  insig- 
nificant. 

When  the  citizens  of  Canada  and  the  United  States 
stand  up  and  pat  themselves  on  the  back  for  not  fortify- 
ing their  mutual  border  they  are  in  much  the  same  posi- 
tion as  the  man  without  any  liquor  who  praises  himself 
for  not  drinking.  Not,  of  course,  that  if  the  means 
were  at  hand  they  would  be  used  for  purposes  of  defense. 
The  interlocking  interests  and  the  relations  between  the 
two  countries  has  been  such  that  armed  warfare  would 
be  virtually  impossible. 

A  hundred  to  one  the  border  would  not  be  fortified 
even  if  such  a  plan  were  feasible,  but  since  it  is  a  finan- 
cial impossibility,  should  Canada  and  the  United  States 
praise  themselves  for  not  fortifying  it? 


Q^ew 
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The  New  Symbolism 

The  Ontario  Safety  League,  fol- 
lowing the  lead  of  safety  leagues 
across  the  line,  has  adopted  and  pro- 
poses to  introduce  an  intriguing  and 
diverting  system  of  alphabetical  slo- 
gans for  the  purpose  of  embellishing 
their  golden  text,  "Safety  First!" 

We  are  told  that  "A.  B.  C."  means 
"Always  Be  Careful."  "D.  E.  F.  G. 
H.  I.  J.  K."  translated  reads,  "Don't 
Ever  Forget,  Geritlemen,  How  In- 
juries Jeopardize  Kindred."  In 
Niagara  Falls,  N.  Y.,  some  of  these 
symbols  have  been  observed  painted 
on  the  sidewalk  at  the  corners.  Our- 
selves have  many  times  narrowly 
escaped  sudden  death  trying  to  de- 
cipher them   while  crossing  the  street. 

Although  it  is  doubtful  whether  or 
not  many  lives  will  be  saved  by  this 
device,  the  idea  itself  is  an  appealing 
one  and  admits  of  a  variety  of  uses. 
For  example,  the  humble  and  self-ef- 
facing bootlegger  could  safely  advise 
his  clients  of  his  stock  in  trade.  "R. 
S.  T.,"  painted  on  the  sidewalk, 
would  mean  nothing  to  the  general 
public.  But  the  Gintelligentsia 
would  know  it  signified,  "Real  Scotch 
To-day." 

Similarly   the    following: 

A.   B.   C— "Ale,   Beer,   Chianti." 

D.  E.  F. — "Drink,  Everything 
Fine." 

G.  H.  I.  J. — "Gin,  Hilarious,  Ir- 
repressible, Jumpy." 

K.  L.  M.  N.  O.— "Keep  Low, 
Make  no  Orders." 

P.  Q.  R.  S.— "Pints,  Quarts, 
Rare   Snorts." 

T.  U.  V.— "Tap  Under  Vin- 
dow." 

W.  X.  Y.  Z.— "Wheel  Xcite- 
ment!   Yellow  Zebras!" 


Cynical  Fable 
Once  there  was  a  man  who  worked 
hard  and  amassed  a  great  deal  of 
knowledge.  Never  was  he  happy  un- 
less he  was  reading  some  ponderous 
tome  or  delving  into  some  ancient  lore. 


$otage  Canabten 


TRIOLET 
To   a    Waiter 
I  asked  for  a  split 
And  you've  brought  me  a  pint; 
In  my  purse  is  one  jit. 
So  I  asked  for  a  split; 
If  you  think  that  is  wit, 
Well,  it  jolly  well  aynt! — 
I  asked  for  a  split 
And  you've  brought  me  a  pint. 


however,  did  he  distribute  any  of  the 
money  he  gained.  "Money  for  money's 
sake,"  was  his  motto.  He  spent  no 
fortunes.  He  gave  away  no  ben- 
evolences. Finally  he  died.  His 
passing  caused  hardly  a  ripple.  Dur- 
ing his  life  he  had  neither  helped  nor 
hindered  the  progress  of  civilization — 
but,  the  inheritance  tax  on  his  estate 
was  sufficient  to  pay  for  a  new  wing 
on  a  public  hospital. 


Never,  however,  did  he  impart  any  of 
the  knowledge  he  gained.  "Knowl- 
edge for  knowledge's  sake,"  was  his 
motto.  He  wrote  no  books;  he  ad- 
vanced no  theories.  Finally  he  died. 
His  passing  caused  hardly  a  ripple. 
During  his  life  he  had  neither  helped 
nor  hindered  the  progress  of  civiliza- 
tion. 

Once  there  was  a  man  who  worked 
hard  and  amassed  a  great  deal  of 
money.  Never  was  he  happy  unless 
he  was  embarking  upon  some  new 
financial  venture  or  devising  ways  and 
means  to  increase  his  income.     Never, 


SUNDAY 

Lines  from  an  unwritten  novel. 
.  .  .  .  When  I  awoke  I  was  not 
quite  sure  of  what  day  it  was.  I 
went  to  the  window.  An  unaccus- 
tomed hush,  a  grave  solemnity,  an  at- 
mosphere of  ineffable  peace  lay  over 
the  town.  From  some  distant  farm  a 
rooster's  crowing,  hushed  during  the 
week  by  the  city's  strident  roar,  came 
clearly, — marked  the  day  as  the  Sab- 
bath. Then,  as  if  additional  proof 
were  needed,  I  saw  upon  the  lawn 
the  children  scrapping  over  the  comic 
supplement. 


The  Inopportunist 
you  love  me?" 


"Darling,  why  don't  you  answer  me. 
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A  Family  Party 


Our  hero  was,  normally,  a  quiet  youth  of  reserved  de- 
meanour. Despite  the  fact  that  he  was  the  possessor 
of  a  large  and  expensive  motor  car,  not  for  him  were 
the  doubtful  pleasures  of  the  joyride.  He  was  not 
accustomed  to  haunt  the  city's  parkways  and  beaches, 
eagle-eye  peeled  for  comely  wymphs,  who  would  not  be 
adverse  to  a  bit  of  a  spin  in  the  large  car. 

However,  one  evening — well,  you  know  how  these 
things  happen — he  did  pick  up  a  young  and  compara- 
tively beauteous  demoiselle.  It  was  at  a  civic  amuse- 
ment park  and  there  ensued  an  hour's  innocent  enter- 
tainment. He  bought  her  orangeade  and  ice  cream 
sodas,  took  her  on  the  dodgems,  and  won  for  her  a 
kewpie  doll  and  a  bunch  of  roses. 

At  the  end  of  the  hour  another  and  previous  engage- 
ment called  him.  He  left  her,  but  he  wrote  down  her 
name  and  address  and  made  an  engagement  for  the  suc- 
ceeding evening.  The  ice  was  broken.  He  was  de- 
termined to  discover  for  himself  what  secret  attraction 
his  male  acquaintances  found  in  their  practice  of  taking 
strange  working  girls  for  rides  in  their  large  cars. 

All  next  day  he  went  about  feeling  rather  a  devil.  It 
was  sophisticated,  this;  he  was  becoming  a  man  of  the 
world.  In  the  evening  he  set  forth,  but  as  he  neared 
the  cutie's  house  shyness  overcame  him.  He  decided 
to  park  his  car  half  a  block  away.  He  presented  him- 
self at  the  door  and  the  lady  answered  it  herself. 


"Come  in,"  she  said,  "I'm  so  glad  you've  come.  This 
:s  my  sister,  Grace." 

He  bowed  to  Grace. 

"And  this,"  she  continued,  "is  mother,  and  this  is 
my  little  brother,  Tony,  and  this  is  Georgie,  and  Mary." 

He  met  the  whole  family  from  Grace  down  to  Eddie, 
who  was  still  in  swaddling  clothes.  He  also  met  Aunt 
Martha,  who  had  lost  some  of  her  front  teeth.  He 
sat  down.  The  conversation  turned  to  the  weather 
and  continued  on  the  same  topic.        A  pause  ensued. 

"Where's  your  car?"  inquired  the  beauteous  dem- 
oiselle. 

"Oh,  I  just  left  it  down  the  street,"  replied  our  hero. 

"Well,"  said  the  lady,  "wouldn't  you  like  to  take  us 
for  a  ride?" 

"Us!"  exclaimed  our  hero,  aghast.  "Oh,  I  see, 
why — er — yes,   of   course,   certainly." 

I .  Picture  of  an  elegant  young  man  in  a  luxurious 
car  driving  for  hours  in  company  with  two  middle-aged 
women,  a  flapper,  a  dirty-faced  small  boy,  three  young 
girls  and  a  baby. 

II.  Picture  of  one  of  said  middle-aged  women  remark- 
ing to  said  elegant  young  man,  "I'm  glad  Minnie  has 
such  a  nice  friend.  I  seen  right  away  you  was  a 
gentleman." 

Our  hero  has  rejoined  the  ranks  of  respectability. 


Marie:    "I  hear  Jack  doesn't    chink  any  more." 
Georges:    "He  couldn't." 
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The  Discovery  of  Canada 

By  Hol^ca  Tahiti 
The  Famous  Hawaiian  Explorer. 


The  sun  shone  brightly,  clearing  the  mists  as  the  great 
ship  came  in  sight  of  Halifax,  one  of  the  cities  of  this 
couritry,  called  by  the  inhabitants,  Canada,  which  means 
in  their  tongue,  a  collection  of  huts.  As  we  approached 
the  dock  a  great  number  of  the  natives,  both  men  and 
maidens,  flocked  down  to  meet  us.  Many  strange  na- 
tive greetings  were  bandied  back  and  forth. 
' 'Lo  pop!  'Lo  Mazie! 
Javagood  voyaj?" 

One  little  girl  sang  this  strange  song  from  the  wharf. 
I  was  unable  to  secure  a  translation. 

Several  officials  in  blue  costumes  greeted  me  person- 
ally. Upon  their  head-dresses  they  bore  the  inscription 
"Immigration,"  which  I  am  informed  means  "Welcome 
to  our  country."  These  appeared  to  be  a  committee 
especially  designated  to  wait  upon  myseif.  They  in- 
vited me  to  their  house,  an  enormous  structure  with 
barred  windows  for  protection  against  animals,  and 
there  I  spent  the  night  in  company  with  several  other 
guests. 

Strange  Wedding  Customs 

On  the  morrow,  wandering  about  the  town,  I  met 
many  of  the  inhabitants,  who,  though  not  to  be  com- 
pared with  our  own  countrymen  in  point  of  beauty, 
have,  nevertheless,  a  certain  attractiveness  that  can- 
not be  denied.  Consider,  for  instance,  their  quaint 
greeting : 

"Step.nsid'n'   av'a   glas." 

On  this  day  I  learned  much  of  their  curious  marriage 
ceremony,  of  which  I  shall  relate.  The  celebration 
begins  on  the  night  previous  to  the  actual  ceremony. 
On  this  occasion  the  groom  is  led  by  his  male  com- 
panions to  the  club  or  ceremonial  house.  In  the  club 
they  repair  to  a  special  room  built  of  stone  and  under- 
ground, called  the  cellar  and  here  the  ritual  is  begun. 
One  chosen  among  them,  after  all  are  seated,  produces 
from  a  pocket  a  crock  or  bottle  containing  the  gin  or 
whiskee,  the  forbidden  drink.  (All  costumes  are  es- 
pecially fitted  with  pockets  for  this  purpose).  To  each 
in  turn  he  pours  out  a  quantity  and  emitting  the  cry 
"Here'show!"  drinks.  All  immediately  follow  suit. 
After  a  few  repetitions  of  this  bit  of  ritual  the  sacred 
tongue  is  used  in  conversation  exclusively.  Not  being 
schooled  in  this  language  I  was  unable  to  understand  its 
purport.  Special  songs  adapted  to  this  occasion  are 
sung.  The  bridegroom  to  be,  finally  overcome  with 
emotion  and  the  sacred  drink,  is  carried  home  by  h  s 
companions. 


Native  Music  and  Dances 

The  following  day,  the  friends  of  the  couple  to  be 
joined  gather  at  the  home  of  the  bride,  or  a  neighbor- 
ing temple.  After  a  few  words  from  a  priest,  known 
as  Theeminisier,  the  rejoicing  begins.  Musicians  on  a 
variety  of  instruments  strike  up  in  a  lively  manner.  An 
example  of  the  primitiveness  of  these  people  is  the  fact 
that  all  the  musicians  play  the  same  tune  in  unison,  not 
each  to  his  choice  as  in  our  own  land.  The  native 
dances,  though  somewhat  vulgar,  are  entered  into  by 
all.  At  the  conclusion  of  each  dance  each  couple  ap- 
plaud the  others  for  skill  and  grace,  and  another  dance 
is  begun. 

The  Dowry 

Something  might  be  said  of  the  manner  of  choosing  a 
bride.  In  this  country  the  fair  one  does  not  go  to  the 
owner  of  the  greatest  number  of  mats  as  in  our  own, 
but  the  standard  is  set  by  the  possession  of  one  auto- 
mobile or  two  automobiles,  conveyances  moved  by  evil 
spirits.  The  suitor  comes  to  the  bride's  father  and 
says: 

"Behold,  I  have  one  (or  two,  or  three)  automobiles! 
I  would  marry  of  your  daughter  according  to  our  laws." 

If    no    higher    bid    has    been    received,    a   compact   is 
made  and  a  piece  of  glass  set  in  a  metal  ring  is  presented 
to  the  bride  as  a  token  of  her  bondage. 
/  Depart  From  Halifax 

In  the  centre  of  this  city  lies  a  beautiful  park  and 
within  it  again,  a  pond.  The  day  being  hot,  I  had 
just  divested  myself  of  my  clothes,  preparatory  to  taking 
a  refreshing  swim,  when  I  was  attacked  by  a  number  of 
natives  of  apparent  savage  disposition  wearing  blue  gar- 
ments and  armed  with  sticks.  I  seized  my  clothes  and, 
tucking  them  under  my  arm,  made  off  toward  the  city, 
crying  the  while  for  help.  They,  seeing  that  I  was 
not  to  be  caught,  made  sundry  proffers  of  friendship, 
one  even  tendering  me  a  piece  of  bread  which  had  been 
intended  for  the  swans.  They  called  to  me  in  crooning, 
seductive  voices,  using  terms  of  endearment,  such  as  the 
following: 

"Nice  fellow,  come  on  now,  we  won't  hurt  you. 
Nice  boy,  nice  boy!" 

But  I  was  not  to  be  deceived,  fearing  lest  they  de- 
signed to  eat  my  heart  to  obtain  my  courage,  and  fled 
immediately  from  the  town. 

G— G— G 

"I  asked  him  to  take  me  to  a  clean  restaurant." 

"Well?" 

"He  offered  to  clean  up  on  a  couple  of  dirty  ones!" 
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Our  New  National  Sport 


It  is  only  recently  that  I  have  had 
the  pleasure  of  being  initiated  into  the 
secrets,  pleasures  and  rules  of  scoring 
of  that  new  and  delightful  game  which 
threatens  to  become  our  national  pas- 
time, the  Flat  Chase.  How  well  I 
can  recall  that  lovely  morning  when 
Edward  called  to  me  through  the 
transom!  I  should  explain  that  I  was 
boarding  at  the  same  address  as  my 
old  chum  Edward  Mumbledick  and 
his  fascinating  bride  Angela.  The 
landlady  was  out  so  that  Edward  felt 
no  compunction  at  shouting  through 
the  transom. 

"Cuthbert,"  he  shouted,  "are  you 
feeling  pretty   fit  this  morning?" 

"Never  better!"  said  I,  rolling  out 
of  bed. 

"Then  how  about  a  flat  chase  to- 
day?" 

"A   what?" 

'A  flat  chase,  an  apartment  hunt, 
the  greatest  of  outdoor  sports!"  said 
Edward. 

It  was  during  breakfast  at  the  res- 
taurant around  the  corner  that  Angela 
and  Edward  explained  the  rules  to 
me.  The  scoring  went  as  follows: 
For  every  foot  of  den  or  study  space 
obtained  in  a  flat,  Edward  scored  one 
point.  Angela  did  the  same  on 
kitchens,  pantries  and  cupboards.  This 
may  seem  to  give  Angela  the  advan- 
tage, but  to  counteract  this  Edward 
scored  five  for  a  garage  within  a  block 
and  fifty  for  a  billiard  room. 

I  was  to  act  as  umpire.  I  took 
along  a  pad  to  keep  the  score  on.  We 
pushed  the  vehicle  which  Edward 
calls  his  car  down-hill  in  gear  to  start 
it,  piled  in,  gripped  the  sides  and  the 
fight  was  on. 

I  soon  learned  that  there  was  more 
to  the  game  than  I  had  suspected. 
Like  Mah  Jong  there  is  a  special 
language  that  is  used  in  playing.  There 
is  also  a  third  player,  the  Janitor.  At 
the  first  jump  the  Janitor  easily  won. 


By  One  Who  Knows 

"The  woodwork  needs  re-paint- 
ing," said  Edward.  (This  is  a  regu- 
lar set  speech  and  is  part  of  the 
game.) 

"Oh,  it's  just  been  done,  last 
March,"  said  the  Janitor.  (This  be- 
ing the  correct  answer,  the  Janitor 
scores  one.) 

"This  is  a  nice  large  room,  nice 
fireplace,  a  window  too  an'  every- 
thing," said  the  Janitor  opening  his 
offensive. 

"The  floor  is  warped  though!" 
said  Angela,  coming  to  the  rescue. 
(One  point  to  Angela). 

"Where  is  the  study?"  asked  Ed- 
ward. 

The  "study"  it  appeared  was  the 
same  as  the  sitting  room,  and  a  dis- 
pute arose  as  to  whether  or  not  it 
could  be  counted. 

I    ruled   negatively. 

The  light  of  triumph  glinted  in 
Angela's  eyes.  "Where,"  she  asked, 
"is  the  kitchen?" 

"The  kitchenette,"  countered  the 
janitor,  "is  here."  He  opened  a  cup- 
board and  showed  an  electric  stove 
about  the  size  of  a  modest  coal- 
scuttle. I  called  the  game,  declaring 
a  complete  victory  for  the  janitor.  We 
departed. 

It  was  at  the  next  flat  that  things 
began  to  liven  up.  That  it  was  a 
beautiful  apartment  we  could  see  from 
the  outside.  That  something  terrible 
was  going  on  inside  was  equally  ap- 
parent. Screams  and  the  scund  of 
blows  reached  our  ears.  We  rang 
the  bell  but  the  hubbub  increased. 
Edward  and  I  forced  the  door.  In- 
side was  indeed  a  scene  of  carnage. 
Three  couples  had  apparently  arrived 
simultaneously  and  had  joined  in  bat- 
tle. With  hair  dishevelled  and  cloth- 
ing torn  two  women  struggled  in  the 
drawing  room,  while  a  third  was  re- 
sisting the  efforts  of  a  man  to  push 
her  out  the  window.     One  of  the  other 


men  was  pushing  his  antagonist  up  the 
chimney.  Shrieks  and  oaths  filled 
the  air. 

"Shall  I  call  the  police?"  I  cried 
to  Edward.  He  looked  at  me  with 
disgust.  Angela  pushed  me  aside. 
She  seized  the  wrong  end  of  her  um- 
brella, and  brandished  over  her  head. 

"VICTORY!"  she  cried,  and 
dashed   into   the   fray. 

I  did  not  call  for  the  police  until 
I  saw  the  men  stuffing  Angela  into  the 
furnace.  Then  I  acted.  "It's  a  riot," 
I  cried  over  the  phone. 

The  chief  came  personally.  He 
looked  over  the  battlefield  for  a  min- 
ute. Then  he  used  tear  bombs.  When 
quiet  was  obtained  he  strode  to  the 
doorway.  He  pointed  out  Edward  to 
me  where  he  sat  weeping  pitifully.  I 
told  him  his  name. 

"Ladies  and  gentlemen,"  said  the 
chief.  "I  have  great  pleasure  in  de- 
claring Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mumbledick 
the  winners.  I  congratulate  you  all 
on  the  courageous  fight  you  have  put 
up.  I  am  sure  we  all  wish  the  vic- 
torious pair  a  comfortable  winter  in 
the  apartment  which  they  have  so  il- 
lustriously won.  Again,  I  congratu- 
late you!" 

He  left  with  his  squad. 

There  is  to  my  mind  no  more  com- 
fortable retreat  from  the  strident  city's 
roar  than  the  apartment  of  Edward 
and  Angela  Mumbledick.  But  they 
intend  to  move  again.  Angela  stores 
things  in  Edward's  study  and  tries  to 
score  cupboard  space  on  it,  so  to  settle 
the  question  they  are  going  to  move. 
That  is,  as  soon  as  Angela  recovers 
from  her  broken  jaw. 

G— G— G 
TOO    BAD 

Charlie — Lucy,  I've  bought  two 
tickets  for  "The  Old  Soak." 

Lucy — Oh,  Charlie,  that's  too 
bad,  papa  isn't  feeling  well  to-night. 
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There  is  nothing  that,  quite  so  much 
as  boxing,  bores  in  on  the  brotherhood 
of  man,  the  league  of  nations  and  in- 
ternational exchange.  Dempsey  is 
America's  real  gold  reserve.  The  wal- 
lop that  flattened  Carpentier  flattened 
the  franc.  Firpo's  fists  give  punch  to 
the  Argentine  peso.  The  mark  will 
cease  to  sink  the  day  Germany  pro- 
duces a  white  hope  who  isn't  an  easy 
mark. 

The  great  bowl  at. Boyle's  Thirty 
Acres  looked  as  if  some  pre-prohibition 
landlord  had  filled  it  to  overflowing 
with  Manhattans  or  Jersey  cream.  To 
judge  from  the  bald  heads,  half  of 
them  had  been  scalped  by  ticket 
Apaches. 

There  was  a  long  wait,  without 
interest,  before  the  principals  appeared. 
I  was  told  they  were  trying  to  bar  in- 
come tax  as  well  as  incisors. 

Then  came  Michael  Angelo  Firpo 
and  Jesse  James  Willard,  the  two 
mountains  of  men  who  were  to  deter- 
mine which  had  the  most  sand. 

Jesse's  love  for  children  is  well 
known.  Two  little  girls  like  brides- 
maids held  up  the  tails  of  his  bright 
yellow  bathrobe.  He  picked  one  up 
and  kissed  her. 

"Goodbye,  daddy,"  said  little  Cas- 
sandra. 

The  referee  searched  them  for  con- 
cealed weapons.  From  Michael  An- 
gelo he  took  a  sculptor's  mallet,  and 
from  Jesse  James  a  Bayard  automatic. 

Then  he  asked  the  gentlemen  to 
step  to  the  equator  of  their  jungle. 
Firpo  was  like  a  hairy  ape.  Jesse  was 
like  an  adipose  and  rheumatic  oak  tree. 
Then  the  hairy  ape  started  to  climb 
the  oak  tree. 

It  is  best  to  call  the  drinks  by 
rounds.  Firpo  sliced  his  tee  shot, 
making  a  smashing  mashie  to  Wil- 
lard's  bunkers  and  took  a  futile  dozen 
to  claw  from  the  furrows  of  fat  to 
the  three  minute  flag. 


The  Odd  Sock 

By  Hey  Rube 


THE  TWO  LOVES 

Your  soft  brown  eyes  flash  jealously, 

My  sweet; 
For  though  I  love  you  zealously, 

Deplete 
Is  your  possesson  of  my  heart. 

You  share 
It  with  another.      From  the  start 

Of  glare — 
Filled  scorching  days,  my  double  life 

Began: 
Two  loves  at  war.      But  Fall  this  strife 

Shall  ban. 
In  these  hot  hours  yet  craves  my  mood 

You,  dear, 
Or  else  a  keg  of  my  best-brewed 

Cool  beer. 

— Roger  Irwin 


Jesse  kept  out  of  the  rough  from  his 
first  shot  to  his  last.  He  nibbled  his 
crawl  to  Rio  Janeiro  with  a  niblick, 
and  they  were  all  square  on  the  first 
innings. 

The  children's  friend  using  a  slow 
fadeaway  kept  out  of  trouble  till  the 
end  of  the  second  leg,  when  Firpo 
finally  nicked  him  in  the  ear.  He  was 
trying  to  say  it  with  cauliflowers. 

The  crowd  which  had  been  sitting 
in  bored  silence  like  a  Chautauqua  ab- 
sorbing William  Jennings  Bryan,  gave 
a  frenzied  yell  at  the  first  drop  of 
blood.  It  was  clear  why  America 
avoids  the  League  of  Nations.  It  is 
too  tame  for  he-men,  and  lady  fight 
fans. 

Firpo  made  hearts  trumps,  and  got 
a  grand  slam  in  Willard's  left  bleach- 
ers, but  his  work  on  the  greens  was 
criminal.  Again  and  again  he  failed 
to  hole  a  six  inch  putt.  At  that  he 
was  safe  on  third. 

He  tried  to  make  the  fourth  the 
last  act,  but  was  as  wild  as  free  verse. 
The  Argentine  tango  lost  ground  at 
every  turn.  This  was  Willard's 
round,  60  inches  round  the  waist. 


Firpo  was  getting  dizzy  circling  this 
indomitable  abdomen.  In  the  fifth  he 
was  just  the  fifth  wheel  to  Willard's 
slow  coach.  Victory  by  vertigo  was 
in   the   air. 

In  the  sixth,  Willard  got  a  lien  that 
a  Philadelphia  lawyer  could  not 
break.  The  referee  was  almost 
smothered  with  spray  like  a  rum  run- 
ner trying  to  slip  between  two  coast 
guards.  The  hook  of  Willard's  belt 
had  got  jammed  in  one  of  Firpo's  ear 
rings.  It  took  him  the  whole  round  to 
get  back  to  his  moorings. 

As  the  yachts  fluttered  into  the 
wind  for  the  seventh,  there  was  an  im- 
mense roar  of  "Come  on  you  seven." 
The  crowd  felt  that  Jesse  had  the  bones 
in  spite  of  all  his  fat. 

He  could  not  roll  it. 

Jesse  caved  in  in  the  eighth,  but 
Firpo  got  from  under  the  curtain  as  it 
slowly  fell  on  this  drama  of  fists  and 
fat.  He  realized  that  the  United  States 
had  received  its  Argentine  quota.  He 
threw  up  the  sponge  and  Firpo  caught 
it  and  scrubbed  and  drubbed  him  with 
it. 

He  sank  first  on  one  knee  and  then 
on  the  other.  In  spite  of  two  seconds, 
for  nine  seconds  he  hovered  there  like 
a  child  reciting  "Now  I  lay  me  down 
to   sleep."      Then   he    did. 

It  was  all  over  but  the  pay  off.  Jesse 
had  won  the  lion's  share  of  the  purse. 
Firpo  had  got  his  meal  ticket.  Prize 
fighting  had  gained  another  notable 
business  and  artistic  triumph.  The 
crowd  was  sad.  The  Goblin  was 
glad.  It  had  picked  a  loser  but  had 
forgotten  to  bet  it. 

G— G— G 

A  New  Oil  Discovery 

Jack   Spratt   could   not   drink   Scotch, 
His  wife  could  not  drink  gin. 

So    'twixt    them    both 

They   brew  a   broth 
That  tastes  like  gasoline. 


SHEW 

Beginnings  and  Endings 

By  Louis  Keene 


Dear  Miss  Golightly: 


February   7th. 


Yours  Faithfully, 

Edward   Mushsped. 


D:ar  Gwendolyn  Golighty: — 


February   1  Oth. 


Yours  sincerely, 

Edward   Mushsped. 

March  2nd. 


Dear  Gwendolyn  :- 


Yours  very  sincerely, 
Edward  M. 


My  dear  Gwendolyn: 


April  21st. 


Dearest  Gwen: 


Your  admiring  Edward. 
May   1st. 


Yours  very  affect. onately, 
Eddie. 


My  own  dearest  Sweetheart: — 


May  24th. 


Your  ever  loving  and  worshipping 

Ed. 


My  ownist  Honey  Bunch: 


June  2nd. 


Your  very  ownist  own, 
Teddie. 


My  own  Darling  Wife: — 


June  30th. 


Your  adoring  and  faithful 
Hubby. 


Dear  Gwendolyn: — 


September   1  8th. 


Your  husband, 
Ed. 

November  5th. 


Dear  Wife:— 


Yours, 

Edward. 

December  1  3th. 


Dear  Madam: 


Yours  very  truly. 
Bangs,  Green  &  Chassem, 

Attorney-at-Iaw. 


Thousand  Island  Dressing 


Goblin 


Somewhat   befuddled    immigrant,    upon    debarking  from  steamer  at   Halifax:     "Is  this  St.   John?" 
Native:    "Naw.     I'm  only  Pontius  Pilate." 
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Booklovers,  whether  regular  subscribers  or  casual  readers,  are  cordially  invited  to  avail  themselves  of  the  services  of 
our  recently  inaugurated  Book  Department.  We  heartily  invite,  you  to  write  us  if  you  desire  information  regarding 
the  best  of  current  fiction  or  of  any  particular  book,  whether  or  not  reviewed  in  these  pages.  As  a  further  service 
this  department  is  glad  to  purchase  any  book  for  you  without  charge. —  Address  communications  to  GOBLIN,  Book 
Department,  153  University  Ave.,  Toronto. 


KAI  LUNG'S  GOLDEN  HOURS,  by  Ernest  Bramah, 
with  a  preface  by  Hilaire  Belloc,  Toronto.  McClelland  and 
Stewart,  Ltd.,  Publishers,  $2.50. 

Something  of  the  artificial  charm  of  the  willow  pattern  has 
been  woven  into  this  fascinating  account  of  the  strange  ad- 
ventures of  that  delightful  philosopher  and  "relater  of  imag- 
ined tales,"  Kai  Lung.  The  book  as  a  whole  is  an  epic, 
something  the  sort  of  the  Arabian  Nights,  containing  as  it  does 
strange  narratives  within  the  main  story,  narratives  related  by 
Kai  Lung  for  the  amusement  of  his  audience  or  for  the  purpose 
of  delaying  the  separation  of  his  honorable  head  from  his  ad- 
mittedly illustrious  shoulders.  The  language  which  makes  use 
of  the  Chinese  convention  translated  into  literal  English  has  the 
charm  and  intangible  fascination  of  a  Chinese  screen.  An 
example  of  its  appeal  is  the  following: 

'  'It  has  been  said,'  he  began  at  length,  withdrawing  his 
eyes  reluctantly  from  an  unusually  large  insect  upon  the  ceiling 
and  addressing  himself  to  the  maiden,  'that  there  are  few  sit- 
uations in  life  that  cannot  be  honourably  settled,  and  without 
loss  of  time,  either  by  suicide,  a  bag  of  gold,  or  by  thrusting 
a  despised  antagonist  over  the  edge  of  a  precipice  on  a  dark 
night'." 

A  verse  from  a  poem  which  Kai  Lung  from  prison  sank  to 
catch   the   attention   of  the   maiden   Hwa-Mei,   who   "from   the 
nature  of  her  charm  is  ofttime  called  the  Golden  Mouse: 
"The  palace  of  the  sublime  emperor  is  made  rich  with  hanging 

curtains, 
While  here  rough  stone  walls  forbid  repose. 
Yet  there   is   one  who  unhesitatingly   prefers   the   latter; 
For  from  an  open  shutter  here  he  can  look  forth, 
And  perchance  catch  a  glimpse  of  one  who  may  pass  by." 

There  you  have  it.  If  you  like  that  sort  of  thing  you'll 
enjoy  this  yarn  and  class  it  perhaps  with  "The  Canterbury 
Tales,"  The  "Thousand  and  One  Nights,"  Lord  Dunsany's 
"Don  Rodriquez"  and  "Jurqen."  We  commend  it  to  your 
appreciation. 

A  DAUGHTER  OF  ADAM,  by  Corra  Harris.  Toronto: 
McClelland  and  Stewart,  Publishers,  $2.00. 

Another  "back  to  the  land"  story,  the  subject  being  a 
charming  young  woman  of  a  temperamental  and  excessively 
introspective  nature,  who  turns  from  the  life  of  an  authoress  in 
New  York,   and  a  train  of  lovers,  to  take  up  potato  culture. 


Have  You  Turned 
'Round  the  Corner? 

and  found  a  little  shop  where  you  can 
borrow  the  latest  English  and  French 
novels,  biographies  and  plays  for  a  few 
cents    a    day? 

The  Little  Shop  'Round  The  Corner 
1181    Bay    Street,    South    of   Bloor. 


For  the  rest,  however,  the  plot  is  an  old  one.  We  follow  our 
heroine  through  all  her  stages  of  hate  for  the  hero,  until  it  fin- 
ally, and  for  no  obvious  reason,  turns  suddenly  into  love  in 
the  closing  chapter,  the  very  last  page  leaving  her  appro- 
priately clasped  in  his  arms.  — M.  W . 

MEMORIES  OF  THE  FUTURE.  Being  memoirs  of 
the  years  19/5-1972.  Written  in  the  year  of  Grace,  1988. 
By  Opal,  Lady  Porslock.  Edited  by  Ronald  A.  Knox. 
Toronto:    McClelland  and  Stewart,  Ltd.,  Publishers,  $1.75. 

A  collection  of  satirical  memories  intended  to  make  us  feel 
out  of  date.  It  accomplishes  its  purpose  admirably.  Opal, 
Lady  Porstock,  born  in  the  year  1915,  and  wedded  to  Lord 
Porstock  of  Connecticut,  is  a  dear  old  soul  whose  pen  is  a 
more  kindly  weapon  than  that  of  Mrs.  Asquith  of  these  anti- 
quated days. 

It  was  of  the  year   1944  that  she  wrote: 

"It  was  in  the  first  flush  of  good  feeling,  when  Great 
Britain  felt  the  relief  of  being  discharged  from  so  fearful  an 
indebtedness,  and  the  United  States  public  felt  bound  to  us 
closer  than  ever  by  the  ennoblement  of  so  many  of  its  most 
prominent  citizens,  that  I  made  my  business  trip.  I  went  by 
air,  of  course,  on  the  Atmospheric,  one  of  the  old  Handley- 
Page  line.  I  missed,  by  doing  so,  the  sight  of  the  Statue  of 
Liberty,  which  had  then  only  just  been  fitted  with  the  appar- 
atus which  makes  its  right  eye  wink  on  the  approach  of  the 
traveller;  but  as  we  came  to  earth  at  the  customs-drome  we 
were  greeted  by  the  gigantic  "Eagle"  scar  on  the  hill-side, 
which  has  since  been  filled  in  with  lapis-lazuli,  but  was  then 
more  striking  for  the  simplicity  of  the  natural  chalk.  We  were 
still  in  the  old  prohibition  days,  and  I  remember  that  before 
(Continued  on  page  34) 
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Gardener  to 

the  Chauffeur 


"James,  my  boy,  you're  mighty  lucky, 
a  job  like  yours." 


I'd  fancy 


"Since  the  Governor  got  his  Ford  Coupe,  he  does 
his  own  driving,  and  the  lady,  she's  always  in  the 
Ford  Sedan — she's  a  picture  at  the  wheel  of  it." 

"Tell  me  now,  lad,  how  far  have  you  driven  the 
big  car  so  far  this  year?  A  thousand  miles  or 
maybe  two;  no  more,  for  sure!" 

Wherever  a  Ford  and  other  cars  are  parked  to- 
gether you  will  find,  if  you  examine  the  mileage 
record,  that  it  is  the  Ford  gets  the  mileage.  And 
it  is  no  wonder,  because,  day  in  and  day  out,  it  is 
the  most  useful  car. 


2370 
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TV  7HEREVER  you  go  and  -whatever  you 
W   do  this  summer,  Weight  and  Balance 
play  their  parts. 

You  weigh  the  attractions  of  various  holi- 
day resorts.  You  balance  the  pleasures 
you  derive  from  one  sport  against  the  other. 
Whether  it  be  the  casting  of  a  trout  fly; 
the  swing  of  golf  club,  tennis  racket  or 
paddle;  or  the  delivery  of  a  lawn  bowl; 
you  get  the  weight  and  balance  which 
exactly  suits  your  strength  or  style  of  play. 
So — with  the  pen  you  will  take  on  your 
summer  vacation. 
There  is  a 

Weiermkn's 
( Ideal  1 

made  for  your  hand;  balanced  to  suit  your 
grip  and  style  of  writing;  a  pen  that  you 
can  use  for  hours  without  tiring  wrist  or 
forearm;  and  a  point  that  is  yours  and 
yours  alone. 

With  your  help,  the  Waterman  dealer  will 
find  tfiis  pen  for  you  and  will  be  mightily 
pleased  to  do  so.  His  knowledge  is  help- 
ful; his  service  real  and  lasting. 
Selection  and  service  at  best  dealers 
everywhere. 

$2.50,  $4,   $5  and  up 
L.  E.  Waterman  Company 

Limited 

1"9  St.  James  Street 
MONTREAL 


Me  w-Vork  Can  Francisco 
Eoston        London 
Chicago      Paris 


\  ■;> 


He    (as   canoe    rocks) — Don't     be 
afraid;  we're  only  ten  feet  from  land. 

She    (looking    around) — Where    is 
it?" 

He — Underneath    us ! 

— Chaparral 


Wife,   at  dinner — You   don't   seem 
to  like  rice. 

Husband — No,  it's  associated  with 
the  greatest  mistake  of  my  life. 

—  V oo  Doo. 


DRAWING  CONTEST! 

A  complete  course  in  ART— FREE  ! 
To  the  person  sending  the  best  draw- 
ing of  John  Bull,  enlarged  to  3x3% 
ins.  in  either  serious  or  humorous 
vein.  Drawings  must  be  in  our  hands 
not  later  than  Aug.  12th.  Other 
graded    prizes    awarded. 

Shaw   School    of    Practical    Art 

Giff   Baker,   Director, 
105  Bond   St.,  Toronto 


I  Know  the  Lady 

Student  —  Has  not  fortune  ever 
knocked  at  your  door? 

Beggar — He  did  once  but  I  was 
out.  Ever  since  he  has  sent  his 
daughter. 

Student — His  daughter.  Who  is 
she? 

Beggar — Why,  Miss  Fortune,  of 
course.  — Beanpoi. 

G— G— G 

Perfectly  Respectable  Citizen — I 
am  taking  my  boy  to  the  South  Ken- 
sington  Museum. 

Perfect  Ass  —  Great  Scott!  Is 
that  so?  What  is  there  peculiar  about 
him?  — London  Mail. 


ii;iiiiiiiiiii!iii!iiiiii!:i:i:iiiii!i!iiLiii,ili,i;iiiiiiuiiiii!iiil 

I      Dancing    and    Dinner 
in   Comfort 

=        Harold   Rich's   splendid   orchestra    is   in  ^ 

^        attendance    from    nine    to    twelve    upon  = 

|g        Tuesday    Thursday    and    Saturday   even-  = 

=        ings,    at  = 

SUNNYSIDE 
PAVILION 

King   Street   Cars   to   the   Door. 

s        The    finest    floor    in    Canada.      Refresh-  s 

=        ments     a     la     carte :     cover    charge     is  = 

=        seventy-five     cents     per     person.       Just  || 
M        the    place    for    a    pleasant   evening. 

=        Attractive    arrangements    can    be    made  §§ 

=        with   clubs,   societies,   etc.,  for   luncheon  = 
=        and   dinner   gatherings. 

=       For  reservations  phone  Park   2162.  = 
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'WHEN  A  FELLER  NEEDS  AN  EXIDE" 


Pretty  Tough 

Cannibal     Woman:      "Have    you     seen     anything    of    my 
husband?" 

Cannibal  Chief:      "Not  since  dinner."  — Juggler. 

G— G— G 
"Did  you  understand  the  game?" 

"Not  much  of  it  except  that  it  was  all  settled  by  a  man  they 
called  the  vampire."  — Record. 

G— G— G 
The  Hereafter 

First   Gentleman — "I    have    a    new    position   now    with    the 

Railroad  Co." 

Second  Gentleman — "That's  fine.     What  are  your  duties?" 
First  Gentleman — "You  know  the  man  who  goes  alongside 

of  the  train  and  taps  the  axles  to  see  if  everything's  all  right? 

Well,  I  help  him  listen."  — Burr. 

G— G— G 

GIDDAP! 

■ 

Per — She   was   born   with   a   silver 
spoon  in  her  mouth. 

Haps  (taking  a  good  look  at  her)  — 

Rather  looks  as  if  it  had  been  a  ladle. 

— Lehigh  Burr. 
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A  100%  BRIAR 


"An  old  friend  from  the  start" 


Over  100  different 
Shapes  and  Sizes 


Price 

Kola  Standard 
or  Kola  Krust 

ONE  DOLLAR 

At  all  good  Tobacconists 


A  pipe  that  smokes  cool 

and  sweet  from  the  very 

start; 

A   pipe   that'll    stand   up 

under  the  hardest  smoke 

test; 

A  pipe  that  looks  good ; 

A  pipe  that  feels  good; 

A  pipe  that  is  good — 

That's   a  Kola 

It's  the  Kola  Process 
that  does  it 


They    Get   You    There   and  BacJ^! 

Users  of 

"GUTTA  PERCHA" 

CORD  TIRES 

"Know  Where  They're  Going" 

(and,  What's  More,  They  Knou)  They'll  Get  Back!) 

Gutta  Percha  &  Rubber,  Limited 

Head  Offices   and   Factories,  Toronto 

Branches  from  Coasi  lo  Coast 


AT  HOME 

AS  GOOD  as  ANY  BREWERY  EVER  M 
By  Purchasing 


LARGE  S**t 

Iakes  so  Pint  Bottles 

$1.75 


5MAU    S|J[ 

Mams  25  Pint  Boirus 

$1.00 


SiLAvVRENa  Preserving  0 Reod. 

- QUEBEC - 

or  sent  direct,  Postage  Prepaid  by 

Toronto  Agents:    E.  B.  NETTELFIELD  &  CO. 

35  Colborne  St.,  TORONTO 


Captain:      "See  that  man  on  the  bridge  five  miles  away?" 
Gunner:      "Ay,  ay,  sir." 

Captain:      "Let  him  have  a  twelve  inch  in  his  eye." 
Gunner:     "Which  eye,  sir?"  — Jack-o-Lantern. 

G— G— G 
The   speaker   waxed   eloquent,    and    after   his   peroration   on 
woman's   rights   he   said,    "When  they   take   our   girls,   as   they 
threaten,   away  from  the  coeducational  colleges,  what  will  fol- 
low?     What  will  follow,  I  repeat?" 

And  a  loud  masculine  voice  in  the  audience  replied,  "I  will. 

— Kansas  Ag.  Brown  Bull. 
G— G— G 
Puella — "What  are  you  studying  now?" 
Puer — "Molecules." 

Puella — "They  look  very  distinguished  if  you  can  keep  one 
in  your  eye."  Malleaser. 

G— G— G 
Buck:      "Can  you  give  a  definition  of  an  orator?" 
Private:      "Sure!      He's  a  fellow  that's  always  ready  to  lay 
down  your  life  for  his  country."  —  American  Legion  Weekly. 

G— G— G 
She:     "I  believe  a  man  should  give  his  wife  plenty  of  rope." 
He:     "That's  what  I  did  with  mine — and  she  skipped!" 

— Yale  Record. 


169  COLLEGE  STREET  (Two  Doors  West  of  McCaul) 

Phone:  College  9354 

The   handiest  rendezvous  in  Toronto;   just 
across  the  street  from  the  University,  and 
half  way  between  the  residential  and  shop- 
ping districts  of  the  city. 

LUNCHEON    12.00  to  2.00,  —  35  &  50c. 
TEA  3.00  to  5.00,  —  a    la    carte 

DINNER  5.30  to  7.00,  —  40  &  65c. 
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Packard  Single-Eight  Sedan 

Behind  the  wheel  of  the  Packard  Single-Eight 
— successor  to  the  Twin-Six — you  discover 
almost  at  once  that  new  engineering  princi- 
ples have  provided  a  degree  of  accelera- 
tion and  deceleration,  an  eSortless  flow  of 
power  and  an  ease  of  control,  never  before 
realized  in  any  car. 

It  is  probable  that  the  most  remarkable 
feature  of  this  Packard  achievement  is  the 
combination  of  these  extreme  qualities  with 
economy  of  maintenance  only  equalled  by  the 
Single-Six — companion  car  of  the  Single-Eight. 

We  invite  you  to  a  demonstration  ride. 

Single-Eight  Touring  Car,  $5710  in  Canada 
Single-Six  Touring  Car,  $3935  in  Canada 

All  Toxes  Paid 

Packard-Ontario  Motor  Company,  Ltd. 


TORONTO :     18  Bloor  St.  E. 


HAMILTON:     43  Main  St.  E. 


PAC  K  ARD 
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Reforming  Reformers 


The  "Wise  Birds"  are  in  the  Tree  Tops 
howling  their  Dismal  Anthem  that  the 
Country  has  gone  to  the  BowWows, 
Business,  the  Government,  Society,  all 
are  on  the  verge  of  Collapse. 

You  don't  want  to  Listen  to  this  Anvil 
Chorus.  But  You  can't  help  Hearing  it 
Occasionally. 

GOBLIN  is  the  Remedy.  GOBLIN  is 
Optimistic,  Cheerful,  Humorous — "The 
CANADIAN  GLOOMICIDE." 

In  Days  of  Stress  and  Tension  Humour 
is  Essential.  Every  Issue  of  GOBLIN 
is  Crammed  with  Clean,  Wholesome 
Humour.  It  Entertains  without  Moral- 
izing. It  Amuses  without  Resort  to 
Vulgarity. 

From  Cover  to  Cover  it  is  a  BUNDLE 
OF  CHUCKLES. 

GOBLIN  neither  Exploits  Fads  nor 
Rides  Hobbies.  It  has  no  Ambition  to 
Reform  Anything  nor  Anyone — except 
of  course  the  Reformers  Themselves. 

One  Solid  Year  of  Undiluted  Joy  is 
Yours  for  $2.25.  It  is  the  Biggest  Value 
in  Humour  To-day.  And  Humour  itself 
is  Priceless,  particularly  when  the 
Gloom  Goblins  are  out  to  Get  You. 


GOBLIN   MAGAZINE, 

153  University  Ave.,  Toronto,   Canada. 

Please  rush  my  first  of  twelve  copies  of  GOBLIN 
crammed  with  untold  joy  in  grins,  chuckles  and  loud 
guffaws,  iin  return  for  which  I  am  enclosing  $2.25  in 
postage,    money    order    or    cheque. 

Name 

Street   No 

Town    or    City Provin  :e 


J&JL4JU    Aj>   , 


J 


°f orm A  ~~ Jtottl  a.  Reacbj-J^tter  IDrLter, 
popular  untlv  out  of  bourn,  students. 


'*  'ere,   'ow  do  you  expect  me  to  'ear  Ostend   if 
you  'ang  your  clothes  on  my  aerial?" 

— "Humorist,"  London. 

G— G— G 
SPRING 

(Not  translated  from  the  Scottish) 

Thae  blearit  din  ayant  the  becket 

Hae  pech  nae  moggan  pease  masel. 
Ochone  na  mools  assel  ma  recket 
O  sna,  mislear  a  nicht  brie  nell. 
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Grape:Nuts 

JL   THE  BODYBUILDER 


MADE  IN  CANADA 


Highly  concentrated  nourish- 
ment and  easy  digestibility 
make  jGrape-  Nuts  a  wonderful 
builder  of  health  and  energy. 


Have    you     that 


? 


Self-satisfied    FEEti/iq. 


Tea  Room 
Main  2473 


Cafeteria 
Ad.  2227 


BINGHAM'S 

—LIMITED— 

Store:-  146  Yonge  St. 
Cafeteria:-  84  Yonge  St. 

Noon  Luncheon 
11.30— 2  p.  m. 

Afternoon  Teas 
2.30—5  p.  m. 

Evening  Dinner 
5.00—7.30  p.  m. 

Makers  of 

"Polly-Anna  Chocolates" 

"The  Glad  Candies" 


THE  MYSTIC  THREE 

There    are    three    words,    the    sweetest 
words, 

In  all   the  human  speech — 
More  sweet  than  are  all  songs  of  birds, 

Or  pages  poets  preach. 

This  life  may  be  a  vale  of  tears, 
A  sad  and  dreary   thing — 

Three  words  and  trouble   disappears 
And  birds  begin  to  sing. 

Three  words,  and  all  the  roses  bloom, 

The   sun  begins   to   shine; 
Three  words  will  dissipate  the  gloom 

And  water  turn  to  wine. 

Three    words    will    cheer    the    saddest 
days — 
"I  love  you!"    Wrong,  by  heck! 
It  is  another,  sweeter  phrase, 
' '  Enclosed — find — check. 

— Brown  Jug. 

G— G— G 
No  girl  is  as  pretty  as  she's  painted! 


■     Hi   I 
Girl — What's  your  opirnoHcof  these 
women  who  imitate  meirabosS 
Boy— They're  idiotsV^oo  m* 
Girl — Then    the    imitation     is     suc- 
cessful.   . 

— Royal  Capoon. 

G— G— G 

|i 

CHECK  OUT 

i| 
Merchant — Young  lady,  this  icheck 
came  back  from  the  bank  marked  "No 
funds." 

Co-ed — That's   funny.      They   said 
they  had  a  million  dollars  in  deposits. 
— Lemon  Punch. 

G— G— G 

Helen — I  had  a  terrible  accident 
last  night. 

Betty — I  know,  dear,  I  saw  you 
with  h:m. 
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After  the  Dance 

First  Stude — Say,  roomies,  how  did 
you  like  the  gill  I  dug  up  for  you? 

Second  Stude — Well,  as  far  as  I 
am  concerned,  you  can  bury  her  again. 

— Froth. 


1 

M 

1 

1 

EMERSON'S 

bromo- 
seltzep 

"I  have  a  good  job  at  the  confec- 
tionei':" 

"What  do  you  do?" 

"Milk    chocolates."         — Showme. 

G— G— G 

Host — That  whisky,  sir,  is  twenty 
years  old. 

Guest — That  so?  Rather  small  for 
its  age,  don't  you  think? 

— Jack-o-Lantern. 

G— G— G 

Englishman  (eating  a  fish-cake  for 
the  first  time)  :  "I  say,  old  chap,  some- 
thing has  died  in  my  biscuit." 

— Pennsylvania  Punch  Bowl 

G— G— G 

Old  Idea — "What  do  you  think  of 
this  new  feminine  fad  of  wearing  stock- 
ings with  a  roll  in  them?" 

"New?  Why,  women  carried  their 
rolls  in  their  stockings  before  you  and 
I  were  born."      — Boston   Transcript. 


She:  "Could  you  go  over  that  dam 
without   hurting   yourself?" 
He:    "I  d'no;   why?" 
She:   "Fish  do."  — Sun  Dial. 

G— G— G 

At  sixteen:   "How  dare  you,  sir!" 

At  eighteen:  "I'm  sure  I  don't 
know  you." 

At  twenty:  "I  don't  think  we've 
been  introduced,   but — " 

At  twenty-five:  "I'm  sure  we  have 
some  friends  in  common,  so  it  really 
doesn't  matter." 

At  thirty:  "Conventions  are  so 
foolish,   anyway." 

At  forty:  "My  dear  man,  can  you 
lend  me  a  match?"  — Log. 

G— G— G 

Lady  (after  looking  at  some  dozens 
of  carpets)  :  "Yes,  they're  very 
charming,  but  really  I  wasn't  thinking 
of  buying.  I  came  in  to  look  for  my 
husband." 

Very  harassed  and  tired  assistant: 
"One  moment,  Madam.  Perhaps  he's 
inside   this  one."  — Punch. 
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Witk  Neilson  s  on  Deck — All's  Well 

A  box  of  Neilson's  Chocolates  radiates  a  subtle  air  of  quality  all 
its  own.  Thus,  you  can  always  rely  on  Neilson's  making  just  the 
impression  you  want  them  to  make — on  the  deck  in  the  moonlight, 
or  elsewhere. 

The  smooth  "choclaty"  coatings,  the  luscious  centres  and  delicate 
flavors,  are  all  the  results  of  Neilson's  outstanding  experience. 

They  ensure  chocolates  just  as  you  would  have  them — each  one  a 
signal  for  delighted  acceptance. 


"THE  CHOCOLATES  THAT  ARE  DIFFERENT" 
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Good  Bije 
Factory T^ade 


That's  what  ijoii  1 1  say 
when  you  learn  to 
"Roll  y  onr  owif with 
ORINOCO.Just  a 

little  practice  and 
yoiill  laever  go  back 
to  the 'factory  madt£ 
Each  freshly  rolled 
cigarette  gives  you 
the  hill  rich  fragrance 
of  the  Virginia  leaf— 
and  saves  ycrai  money 

Roll  your  own  with 

ORINOCO 

-It's  easy 
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Wbt  Piuetrirb 

3Tea  &oomg 

699  SPADINA  AVENUE 

(One  Block  South  of  Bloor) 
Trinity  5691         Open  Sundays 

Have  You  Tried   Our 

Mid-day  Sunday 

Dinner? 


A  Quaker  who  felt  that  his  neigh- 
bor had  deceived  him  addressed  him 
in  this   fashion: 

"Jonathan,  I  don't  want  to  call 
thee  names  nor  do  I  want  to  tell  thee 
plainly  what  I  think  of  thee,  but  I 
will  say,  Jonathan,  that  if  the  mayor 
should  ask  me  to  send  him  the  great- 
est liar  in  the  town,  I  will  say  that  in 
such  a  case,  Jonathan,  I  would  go 
over  to  thy  house  and  tell  thee,  Jon- 
athan, that  the  mayor  wishes  to  speak 
with  thee."  — Froth. 


The 

Wedgewood 
Tea  Rooms 

(Established  1905) 

Home  Cooking  such  as  Mother's 
at  her  best. 

Daintily  served  meals  of  the 
highest  quality  in  ideal  surround- 
ings. 

An  invitation  to  dine  at  the 
Wedgewood  Tea  Rooms  is  a 
distinct   compliment. 

Our  meals  are  a  treat  for  the 
jaded  palate  of  the  epicure. 

Trinity  2634 

6|95  Spadina  Avenue 


Conductor — Fare,   please. 

Mack  (absent-mindedly) — Fare, 
faisant  fis.  — Exchange. 

G— G— G 

First  Guy — I  hate  to  bother  you, 
Bill,  but  I'm  looking  for  a  little  finan- 
cial succor. 

Second  Same — Sorry,  but  I'm  not 
in   the   market    for   any    oil    stock   to- 


day. 


— Gargoyle. 


Canada's 

Stormproof 

Bonds 


Bonds  of  the  Dominion  Govern- 
ment are  Canada's  premier 
security.  These  should  form 
the  solid  foundation  of  every 
Canadian    investor's      holdings, 

For  the  institution,  the  business 
enterprise,  the  trustee,  the  pri- 
vate investor,  whether  large  or 
small,  there  are  no  better  secur- 
ities upon  which  to  build  and  on 
which  to  depend  in  times  of 
emergency  or  financial  storms. 
Be  sure  your  investment  lists 
contain  a  good  proportion  of 
Canada's  Stormproof  Bonds  — 
always  readily  marketable,  al- 
ways dependable. 

There  is  a  large  range  to  select 
from. 

Full  Particulars  on  Request. 

A.    E.   AMES   &  CO. 


Dependable 
Investments 


Established 

1889 


Union  Bank  Bldg.       -        -        Toronto 
Transportation  Bldg.  -      Montreal 

74  Broadway         ...    New  York 
Belmont  House    -         -     Victoria,  B.C. 
Harris  Trust  Bldg.       -        -       Chicago 
Members    Toronto    and    Montreal    Stock 
Exchanges. 
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ome  with  ^56 

on  thcirFunCruise 


Andy's  going  to  jack  up  the  speed- 
ometer and  run  a  new  car  under  it — 
and  away  he  goes  with  "Mr.  and  Mrs.,"  "Tom  Sawyer 
and  Huck  Finn,"  "Pa's  Son-in-Law,"  "Betty,"  and  the 
other  jolly  companions  with  whom  Andy  likes  to  travel 
every  week. 

8  Colored  Comics  and  the 
Exclusive  Colored  Cut-outs 

Make  up  only  one  of  many  new  attractions  in  Can- 
ada's brightest  week-end  paper — The  Toronto  Sunday 
World —  in  its  new  and  improved  form. 

Special  departments  conducted  by  experts  and  illus- 
trated by  leading  artists. 

Sparkling  articles  in  the  magazine  section. 

Authoritative  reviews  of  the  theatre,  music  and  art. 

Expert  and  up-to-the-minute  sporting  service. 

A  rotogravure  department  representing  the  last  word 
in  pictorial  art. 

A  high  standard  of  excellence  achieved  and  sustained 
from  week  to  week  accounts  for  the  increasing 
popularity  of 

The  Toronto  Sunday  World 
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EDDYS  MATCHES 

THE  QUALITY  MATCHES  SINCE  1851 


EDDY'S 

SAFETY 

MATCHES 


EDDY'S 

SESQUI 

MATCHES 


"Sing  a  song  of  fifteen  cents 
To  buy  a  box  of  Eddy's. 
Why  should  I  buy  another  kind 
When  Eddy's  are  my  steadys?" 

THE  E.  B.  EDDY  COMPANY,  LIMITED 

HULL.  QUEBEC 


(Continued  from  page  22) 

landing  we  came  to  water  beside  a  sea-going  liner  into  which 
we  transferred  all  our  petrol  tins,  receiving  in  return  a  heavy 
cargo  of  similar  tins,  concerning  the  contents  of  which  no 
questions  were  asked  of  us  when  we  landed." 

The  opening  reminiscences  are  at  times  a  trifle  boring,  due, 
perhaps,  to  the  fact  that  the  reader  expects  to  be  surprised 
with  novelties.  Indeed,  nowhere  is  Jules  Verne  out-Jules 
Verned.  Nor  will  the  reader  be  led  into  those  wide  pastures 
of  the  imagination  in  which  the  fertile  mind  of  Mr.  Wells  de- 
lights to  browse,  but  rather  it  is  an  amusing  account  of  trival- 
ities  in  the  next  half  century  which  leaves  us  convinced  that, 
though  outward  things  will  change  much,  human  nature  will 
remain  much  the  same. 

"PIRACY,"  by  Michael  Arlen.  Toronto:  McClelland 
and  Stewart,  Publishers,  $2.00. 

A  bright  boy  asks  himself,  "What  is  love?"  or  words  to 
that  effect.  Finding  no  answer  to  hand  he  proceeds  with  a 
little  private  investigation.  The  period  during  which  this  in- 
vestigation is  conducted  is  that  immediately  preceding  and  that 
immediately  subsequent  to  the  war. 

As  is  well-known  investigations  of  this  kind  are  apt  to 
lead  to  a  certain  amount  of  p'easure,  a  certain  amount  of  un- 
pleasantness and  a  certain  amount  of  intrigue. 

The  investigation  in  "Piracy"  is  no  exception  to  the  rule. 
Eventually,  of  course,  the  hero  emerges  triumphant;  he  has 
found  the  perfect  love. 


Rhyme  Without  Reason 

I  long  for  the  lyrical,  biting,  satirical 

Pepper  and  gingery  tune. 
I  yearn  for  the  snappy  lay,  jolly  and 
happy  lay; 
Nix  on  the  maid  and  the  moon. 
I    crave    for   the    Kipling   stuff,    swift- 
moving,  rippling  stuff; 
Ditties  that  crackle  and  hiss. 
In    fact    I    just    yearn    to    hear,    tingle 
and  burn  to  hear, 
Rhythmical  verses  like  this. 

— Jester. 
G— G— G 

The  Prosaic  Sex 

Ah,  fancy  free, 

Just  come  with  me, 
And  be  my  turtle  dove — 

I  love  but  thee, 

Come,  let  us  flee, 
And  we  will  live  on  love. 

Oh,  not  for  me, 

I  will  not  flee, 
This  earthly  maiden  said. 

For  love  may  be 

All   right  for  thee. 
Give  me  my  daily  bread! 

— Widow. 
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GRADUATES  BY  REQUEST 
By  Wallace  Irwin,  *00 

This  is  no  rhyme  of  Commencement  time, 

When  the  faculty  makes  decree 
That  the  pure  of  heart  shall  be  set  apart 

By  the  mystical  sign  A.  B. 
I  sing  tonight  of  a  common  wight. 

On  the  campus  of  the  West 
Who  makes  things  snort  for  an  era  short, 

And  graduates  by  request. 

The  freshmen  go  in  the  green  of  the  leaf, 

The  sophomores  in  their  gall, 
1  he  juniors  skip  by  the  pink  strip  slip 

And  tarry  not  for  the  fall — 
Where  are  the  seniors,  too  blithe  to  last 

The  dearest,  the  beerest,  the  best? 
Ah,  they  have  been  seen  by  the  eyes  of  Green, 

And  are  graduates  by  request. 

They  go  not  out  with  a  gladsome  shout. 

But  they  go  by  ones  and  twos. 
And  they  go  in  pride,  for  they're  qualified 

In  their  major  subject — Booze. 
They  have  felt  the  heel  of  the  faculty  spiel, 

They  have  been  the  Committee's  guest. 
And  they  hit  the  ties  in  the  merry  guise 

Of  graduates  by  request. 

So  the  freshman  leaveth  his  fields  of  grass 

And  the  sophomore  leaveth  his  beer. 
And  the  junior  goeth  where  no  man  knoweth 

At  any  old  time  of  year. 
And  the  senior  doth  wait  at  the  campus  gate 

With  a  sob  in  his  throbbing  chest, 
As  he  jo:ns  the  innumerable  host 

Of  the  graduates  by  request. 

— Wallace  Irwin  in  Stanford  Chaparral. 

G— G— G 

"My  heart  is  with  the  ocean,"  cried  the  poet,  rapturously. 

"You've  gone  me  one  better,"   said  the  seasick  novelist,   as 

he  took  a  firmer  grip  on  the  rail.  — Flamingo. 


(T 


T$\ 


"Say   it   with  Flowers9' 

There  is  sentiment  in  Flowers 
that  the  recipient  appreciates. 


Limited 
8  West  Adelaide  St.,  Toronto,  Canada 

PRICES   AS   LOW   AS   THE   LOWEST   AND 
QUALITY   THE  BEST. 


Package  of  1 0  now     [  O 

35* 


£   Packages 


pure  JAEGER  wool 

FOR   ALL  OCCASIONS 
For  Men,  Women  and  Children 


SWEATERS 

BATHING  SUITS 

GOLF  HOSE 

HOSIERY 

OVERCOATS 

GLOVES 

CAPS 

DRESSING  GOWNS 

WAISTCOATS 

UNDERWEAR 

SCARVES 

SLIPPERS 

Blankets,  Travelling  or  Motor  Rugs,  Sleeping 
Bags  and  numerous  novelties  of  finest  pure 
wool. 

Catalogue  mailed  free  upon  application. 

"The  Jaeger  Shops' 

Retail  Selling  Agents 

MILTON'S  LIMITED 


84  Yonge  St. 
At  King 


707  Yonge  St. 
At  Bloor 


:jj} 
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J^jetween  times  ^perfect  contentment 

"CANADA  DRY"  « 


.y*M»%" 


A*  Hart  House   Tuck  and  most  good  shops 


Ball-Room  Strategy 

(A  Play  in  One  Act) 

Scene:   Miss  Bigelowe's  debutante  party. 
Time:     1 .00  a.m. 
Characters:    Usher  and  guests. 
Usher   (suspicious  that  several  uninvit- 
ed   stags    had    slipped    into    the    party)  : 
"Your  name,  may  I  ask?" 

Stag    No.    1  :     "I'm    Miss    Bigelowe's 


second  cousin,  once  removed." 

Usher:  "Well,  I  won't  remove  you  a 
second  time.     How  about  you?" 

Stag  No.  2:  "I'm  Miss  Bigelowe's 
brother-in-law." 

Usher:     "All   right.     And  you?" 

Stag  No.  3  (slightly  drunk  and  will- 
ing to  take  any  chances  to  stay  at  the 
party)  :      "I-I-I'm   Mish   Bigelowe." 

— Lampoon. 


In  the  old  days  tea  was  always  sold  in  bulk,  but  with  the 
progress  of  knowledge  this  was  found  both  unsatisfactory 
and  unreliable.  Tea  is  so  very  dry  that  when  exposed  to 
the  air  it  rapidly  loses  its  flavour.  The  advent  of  Salada 
changed  this.  To-day  people  buy  more  Salada  than  any 
other  Tea  on  the  market  because  they  can  always  rely 
upon  its  uniform  quality  and  flavour,  preserved  in  air- 
tight aluminum  packets. 


Name   Your   Magazine 
and  we  have  it 

Columbia  Gramophonesand Record j 

Stationery,  Greeting  Cards 

Cigars,  Cigarettes,   Tobacco  and 

Smokers'  Sundries. 

The  Avenue  Phonograph  &  Cigar  Store 
746  St.  Clair  Avenue  West 

(Second  Store  from  Corner  of  Rushton  Road) 


U.  F.  O.  BATTLE  HYMN. 

All  the  world  is  sad  and  Drury. 

G— G— G 

An  Illinois  judge,  when  asked  why 
there  were  so  many  divorce  cases,  re- 
plied: "Too  many  couples  believe  a 
pair  beats  a  full  house."  —  Lampoon. 

G— G— G 

Prof:  "Will  you  please  name  the 
presidents  of  the  United  States." 

Frosh:  "Sorry,  sir,  but  their  parents 
beat  me  to  it." 


ATTENTION 

"RADIO"  MEN 

If  you  can  demonstrate  and  install  one 
Radio  Set  a  week  get  in  touch  with  us  for 
full  particulars.  Kindly  state  locality  and  ex- 
perienceyou  have  had  with  radio  in  replying. 

DAVID  A.  McCOWAN 

Manufacturer 
83-85  Main  St.  Toronto 
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IVhat  is  IVrong 
IVith  this  Picture? 

NOTHING.  It  is  a  likeness  of  Tom 
Cullen,  whose  father  is  Patrick  Francis 
Cullen,  the  proprietor  of  a  garage.  Tom 
is  sent  to  Hoorah  College  in  order  that  he 
he  may  set  up  in  practice  as  a  B.A. 
four  years  hence.  Tom  lasts  just  five 
months  and  his  collegiate  career  is  laugh- 
ingly described  by 

H.  C.  WITWER 

in  his  new  book 
THE  RUBYIAT  OF  A   FRESHMAN 

containing  a  series  of  twenty  letters  be- 
tween father  and  son.  You  will  remem- 
ber Mr.  Witwer's  "From  Baseball  to 
Boches,"  "The  Leather  Pushers"  and 
other  yarns  that  have  delighted  millions. 
The  Rubyiat  of  a  Freshman  is  equally  as 
funny.  Read  the  following  letter  and 
order  the  book. 


DEAR  TOM:— 


What's  the  idea  of  callin'  me  pater,  and  you  must  think  I'm  runnin'  a  counterfeitin'  plant 
you're  going  through  the  jack  I  give  you.  Them  hundred  bucks  was  supposed  to  last  you  the 
this  term  and  you  will  not  get  another  nickel  from  me  'til  you  grab  off  a  couple  of  prizes 
algeometry   or   some   of  them   classical    studies,   and   that's    that!       The    idea    of    a    kid    your    age 
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money.     I   am   sencnn'   you   to   college   to    oecome   a  doctor    or    liKe    tnat    ana    not    no    crapsnooter. 
you  a  million  times  to  lay  off  them  crap  games,  as  you    don't    seem    to    get    the    knack    of    holdin 
bones   between    your   thumb   and   forefinger   so's   you   can    make    a    pass    every    time.      Don't    you    o 
any   more   of   them   African   golf   tourneys,   at    least   not    'til    I    have    sent    you    the    loaded    ivories 
I   am   wrongly   accused   of  winnin'   my   garage. 

I  don't  know  what  put  it  unto  your  head  that  I  %m  anxious  for  you  to  get  rid  of  as  much  sugar  as 
possible  whilst  you  are  a  inmate  of  that  college  and  you  have  got  that  part  of  it  all  wrong.  In  the  contrary, 
I  figured  you  could  prob'ly  no  doubt  get  a  job  on  the  football  mob  or  the  like  at  a  good  salary  and  thusly 
pay  your  own  ways  through  college.  Only  the  other  day  I  seen  a  picture  in  the  paper  entitled  "Gridiron 
Hopes"  and  the  sons  of  some  of  the  country's  most  comfortably  fixed  millionaires  was  'in  it.  Now  if  them 
babies  aint  too  stuck  up  to  go  to  work  at  football  and  the  etc.  so's  to  make  a  honest  livin'  at  college  and  not 
live  on  their  father,  they's  no  reason  why  you  can't  fnd  will.  You  couldst  pick  up  the  gift  of  football  as 
quick  as  the  next  one,  Tom,  as  on  your  mother's  side  they  was  all  athletics  and  from  the  way  they  was  con- 
stantly knockin'  me  I'm  sure  they  was  the  greatest  hammer  throwers  in  the  world!  On  my  side,  Tom,  we 
was  more  on  indoor  yachtin'  than  physical  culture.  Your  uncle  Joe,  which  made  that  crack  about  me  bein' 
tight,  was   a  champion  checker  player,  and  he  was  the    athletic    of    our    family. 

I  am  puttin'  a  money  order  for  a  hundred  berries  in  this,  which  shows  I  am  on  the  brinks  of  softenin' 
of  the  brain  and  you  want  to  show  some  ingenuity  in  holdin'  on  to  this,  because  it  is  the  final  donation, 
get  me?  Don't  get  in  no  arguments  with  them  professors  and  the  etc.  like  you  do  with  me  or  they  will  give 
you  the  raspberry  and  if  you  get  throwed  out  of  college  I  will  take  your  Uncle  Joe's  advice  and  park  you 
in  a  reform  school  and  be  done  with  it.  Of  course,  Tom,  I  am  only  saying  this  in  a  fatherly  way  and  for 
your  own  good  and  no  such  thought  ever  entered  my  mind,  but  at  the  same  time,  Tom,  don't  get  the  idea  that 
I  wouldn't  do  it. 

Well,  be  good   and   remember  your  poor  father  never  got   no   college   education   and   as   a   result   has   got 
to  pay  a   income   tax,  the   figures   of  which   sounds   like   the  English   population   of  London! 
Your  father  (where  d'ye  get  that  "pater"  stuff?), 

PATRICK   FRANCIS    CULLEN. 


Send  your  order  for  this  amusing  book  now.     Only  25c.  postpaid. 
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Where  Beauty  Smiles 

and  Wit  Delights 

There  Miss  Priscilla  Dean  moves  with  "the  youth 
and  freshness  of  a  Grecian  Queen,"  radiating 
gaiety  and  cheerfulness.  How  she  preserves  her 
complexion's  radiant  charm  through  her  long  and 
strenuous  days  of  work  is  here  disclosed  in  her 
own  words: — 

"I  find  'Winsome'  Toilet  Soap  excellent — 
Winsome  in  name  and  Winsome  in  deed. 
It  is  refreshing  to  use  for  Toilet  and  Bath 
after  the  days  work." 

Sincerely  yours, 

Winsome  is  the  most  delightful  soap  imaginable,  and  a  beauti- 
ful skin  will  result  from  the  following  simple  Winsome  treat- 
ment. Make  a  lather  in  warm  water  with  Winsome  Soap, 
and  massage  every  inch  of  the  face  and  neck  gently  and 
thoroughly.  Rinse  carefully  and  dry  with  a  soft  towel.  The 
daily  practice  of  this  Winsome  treatment  will  make  the 
skin  naturally  robust,   and  glowing  with  colour  and  beauty. 


WI3 


Sold  at  all  good  drug  and  department  stores. 


Miss  Priscilla  Dean 

Universal  Star 

V1NOLIA  COMPANY  LIMITED 

Soapmakers  to  H.M.  The  King 
LONDON      PARIS     TORONTO 


Ready  to  Oblige 

Husband  (angrily) — "What,  no  supper  ready?     This  is  the 
limit.     I'm  going  to  a  restaurant." 
Wife — "Wait  just  five  minutes." 
Husband — "Will  it  be  ready  then?" 
Wife — "No,  but  then  I'll  go  with  you." 

— Houston  Post. 
G— G— G 
Can  This  Be! 
"Sardonic  cacchinations  of  chortling  gargoyles,   spontaneous 
chuckles  of  jolly  and  jocund  tipplers,  simpering  smirks  of  titter- 
gigglers,   uncouth   guffaws   of   hee   hawing  clowns,    laughter  of 
Momus,  Democritus  the  Abderite    .    .    .    are  as  nothing  to  the 
cigar  store  Indian. 


A  bear  was  killed  by  an  auto  in  the  Adirondacks;  the  driver 
probably  mistook  him  for  a  pedestrian. 

G— G— G 

The  Detestable  Test 

Alice — I  don't  know  that  I  really  love  Jack. 
Virginia — Isn't  there  any  way  you  can  find  out  how  much 
he's  worth? 

G— G— G 

One  Hundred  Per  Cent. 

Mrs.   North — Is  your  husband  romantic? 

Mrs.  West — Very.     He  never  tells  the  truth  about  anything! 
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Sfyratrieai  Supplies 
Masquerade  and  Carnival 

Costumes  for  Hire. 


395 


KINO-  STREET,  WEST. 
TORONTO,  ONTARIO. 


telephone 
Adelaide:- 
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THE  DIET  KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 


72  and  80  West  Bloor  St., 


Tel.  N.  4382 


BREAKFAST 
AFTERNOON  TEA 


LUNCHEON 
DINNER 


Sunday  night  supper  will  be  served 
in  Annex  until  9.30 


\sfie  Low  Cosi 
of  Co  oln.es  s 

A  few  dollars  invested  in  a  C.G.E- 
Fan  will  prove  one  of  the  most  bene- 
ficial and  most  appreciated  invest- 
ments you  could  possibly  make. 

An  Electric  Fan,  properly  placed, 
will  aid  ventilation  without  causing 
a  draught.  Its  use  is  essential  to 
summer  time  comfort  in  every  room 
of  the  house. 

Why  swelter  in  a  stuffy  house  when 
you  can  enjoy  cool,  refreshing  breezes 
anywhere  in  your  home  at  any  time 
of  the  day? 

Ask  your  dealer  to  demonstrate  a 
C.G.F.  Fan  for  you. 


NUIIItlllllllMIIIIMIIIIIhlllllllillllllllllllllllllllllllil 


Canadian  General  Electric  Co.,  Limited 

Head  Office,  -  TORONTO 

Branch  Offices:    HALIFAX,   SYDNEY,  ST.  JOHN,    MONTREAL,   QUEBEC,   SHERBROOKE,   OTTAWA,    HAMILTON, 

LONDON,  WINDSOR,  COBALT,  SOUTH  PORCUPINE,  WINNIPEG,  CALGARY,  EDMONTON, 

VANCOUVER,  NELSON  AND  VICTORIA. 
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